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PRINCE  CHARLIE'S  SONGSTER 


— l^g^  I  @  ®  <is^«  <^ 

Bonnie  Prince  Cliarlie. 

CAM'  ye  by  Athol,  lad  wi'  the  philabeg, 
Down  by  the  Tummel,  or  banks  of  the  Gari? 
Saw  ye  my  lad  wi'  his  bonnet  and  white  cocka(i8. 
Leaving  his  mountains  to  follow  Prince  Charlie  ? 

Follow  thee,  follow  thee,  wha  wadna  follow  thee  ? 

Lang  thou  hast  loved  and  trusted  us  fairly, 
Charlie,  Charlie,  wha  wadna  follow  thee  ! 
King  of  theHighland  hearts,  bonnie  Prince  Charlie? 

I  ha'e  but  ae  son,  my  brave  young  Donald; 

But  if  1  had  ten  they  should  follow  Glengarry ; 
Health  to  M'Donald  and  gallant  Clan-Ronald, 
For  these  are  the  men  that  will  die  for  their  Charlie. 

Follow  thee,  follow  thee,  wha  wadna  follow  thee  ? 

Lang  hast  thou  loved  and  trusted  us  fairly, 
Charlie,  Charlie,  wha  wadna  follow  thee  ? 
King  of  the  Highland  hearts,  bonnie  Prince  Charlie, 

PIl  to  Lochiel  and  Appin,  arid  kneel  to  them  ; 

Down  by  Lord  Murray  and  Roy  of  Kiidarlie  ; 
Brave  Mackintosh  he  shall  fly  to  the  field  wi'  them  ; 

They  are  the  lads  I  can  trust  wi'  my  Charlie. 

Follow  thee,  follow  thee,  wha  wadna  follow  thee  ? 

Lang  hast  thou  loved  and  trusted  us  fairly 
Charlie,  Charlie,  wha  wadna  follow  thee  ? 
King  o'  the  Highland  hearts,  bonnie  Priiu  e  Charlie  ! 

Down  through  the  Lowlands,  down  wi'  the  whiganioro 
Loyal  true  Highlanders,  down  w'lb  i.  r:jely. 
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Ron^« Ul  and  Donald  drive  on  with  the  braid  claymore, 

Over  the  necks  of  the  foen  of  Prince  Charlie. 

Follow  thee,  follow  thee,  wha  wadna  follow  thee  ? 

Ls  ior  thou  hast  loved  and  trusted  us  fairly, 
Charlie,  Charlie,  wha  wadna  follow  thee  ? 
King  of  the  Highland  hearts,  bonnie  Prince  Charlie! 

Welcome,  Eoyal  Charlie* 

IE  man  that  should  our  King  hae 
been. 

He  wore  the  royal  red  and  green, 
A  braver  lad  ye  wadna  seen^ 
1  ban  our  young  Royal  Charlie. 

O  ye've  been  lang  a  coming, 
Lang,  lang,  lang  a  coming, 
O  ye've  been  lang  a  coming, 
Welcome^  Royal  Charlie. 

When  Charlie,  in  the  Highland  shiel, 
Foi  gather'd      the  great  Lochiel, 
O  sic  kindness  did  prevail 

A  tween  the  Chief  and  Charlie. 

O  yeVe  been  lang  a  coming,  &c. 

But  at  Falkirk  and  Presion  Pans, 
Supported  by  our  Highland  clans, 
He  brak  the  Hanoverian  bands. 
Our  brave  young  Royal  Charlie. 
O  ye've  been  lang  a  coming,  &< 

We  darna  brew  a  peck  o'  maut. 
But  CJeordie  he  maun  fin' a  faut. 


And  to  our  kail  we  scarce  get  saut, 
For  want  o'  Royal  Charlie. 

O  ye've  been  lang  a  comings  &c. 

Sin*  our  true  King  was  turn'd  awa\ 
A  doited  German  rules  us  a'. 

An*  we  are  forc'd  agyen  the  law, 
For  the  right  belangs  to  Charlie, 

O  yeVe  been  lang  a  coming,  &c. 

Sin*  our  true  King  abroad  has  gyen. 

There's  nowt  but  Whelps  sit  on  the  throne 
Sic  Whelps,  it  is  denied  by  none. 
Are  beasts  compared  wi'  Charlie. 

O  yeVe  been  long  a  coming,  &c. 

O  an'  Charlie  he  were  back. 
He  wadna  heed  the  German  crack. 
Wi'  a'  his  thievish  hungry  pack. 
For  the  right  belangs  to  Charlie. 
O  yeVe  been  lang  a  coming,  &c. 

Then,  Charlie,  come,  an'  lead  the  way, 
An*  Whelps  na  mair  shall  bear  the  sway  ; 
Tho'  ilka  dog  maun  hae  Ins  day, 
The  right  belangs  to  Charlie. 

O  ye've  been  lang  a  coming,  ^c 

Scornfu'  Nancy. 

NANCY'S  to  the  greenwood  gane. 
To  hear  the  gowdspinks  chatt'ring, 
And  Willie  he  has  tbllow'd  her, 
To  win  her  love  by  flatt'ring  : 
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But  a'  that  he  could  say  or  do, 
She  geck'd  and  scorned  at  him, 

And  aye  when  he  began  to  woo, 
She  bid  him  mind  wha  gat  him. 

What  ails  ye  at  my  dad,  quoth  he, 

My  minnie,  or  my  auntie, 
VVi'  crowdy-raowdy  they  fed  me, 

Lang-kail  and  ranty-tanty, 
Wi*  bannocks  o'  guid  barley-meal  > 

Of  that  there  was  right  plenty — — 
Wi'  chapped  stocks  fu'  butter'd  wee), 

And  was  not  that  right  dainty. 

Altho'  my  daddie  was  nae  laird, 

'Tis  daffin  to  be  vannty. 
He  keepit  aye  a  guid  kail-yard, 

A  ha'-house  and  a  pantry  : 
A  guid  blue-bonnet  on  his  head. 

An  owrlay  'bout  his  cragie. 
And  aye  until  the  day  he  died, 

He  rade  on  guid  shank's  nagie. 

Now  wae  and  wander  on  your  snout. 

Wad  ye  hae  bonny  Nancy  ? 
Wad  ye  compare  yoursel  to  me- — 

A  docken  till  a  tansy  : 
I  hae  a  wooer  o'  my  ain. 

They  ca'  him  Souple  Sandy, 
And  weel  I  wat  his  bonnie  mou' 

Is  sweet  like  sugj^r-candy. 

Wow,  Nancy,  what  needs  a'  this  din. 

Do  1  not  ken  this  Sandy  ? 
I'm  sure  the  chief  o'  a'  his  kin 

Was  Rob  the  Beggar-randy  : 
His  minnie  Meg  upo*  her  back 

Bare  baith  him  and  his  billie; 
Will  ye  compare  a  nasty  pack 

To  me,  your  winsome  Willie, 
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My  Gutclier  left  a  ^uid  braid  sword. 

Though  it  beauid  and  rusty. 
Yet  ye  may  tak'  it  on  my  vyord, 

It  is  baith  stout  and  trusty ; 
And  if  I  can  but  get  it  drawn. 

Which  will  be  right  uneasy, 
I  shall  lay  baith  my  lug-s  in  pawn, 

But  he  shall  get  a  heezy. 

Then  Nancy  turn'd  her  round  about, 

And  said,  did  Sandy  hear  ye, 
Ye  wadna  miss  to  get  a  clout, 

I  ken  he  disna  fear  ye  : 
Sae  baud  your  tongue,  and  say  nae  mair. 

Set  somewhere  else  your  fancy, 
,     For  as  lang  as  Sandy's  to  the  fore, 

He  never  shall  get  Nancy, 

Brewer  Laddie. 

IN  Perth  there  liv'd  a  bonnie  lad, 
A  brewer  to  his  trade,  O, 
And  he  has  courted  Peggy  Roy, 
A  rum  and  handsome  maid,  O. 

He  courted  her  for  seven  long  years, 

All  for  to  gain  her  favour. 
But  there  came  a  lad  out  of  Edinbro'  town 

And  he  swore  that  he  would  have  her. 

Wilt  thou  go  along  with  me. 

Wilt  thou  go,  mv  lioney  ? 
And  wilt  thou  go  along  with  me, 

And  leave  your  own  dear  Jolmie  ? 

Yes,  ril  go  along  with  you. 

And  along  with  you  1 11  vide,  O, 
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Yes,  1^11  go  along  with  you, 

Although  I'm  the  brewer's  bride,  O. 

The  brewer  he  came  home  at  e'en, 

Enquiring  for  his  honey, 
,  Her  father  he  made  this  reply, 

IS^e  ne'er  seen  her  since  Monday. 

Be  it  not,  or  be  it  so, 

Little  it  does  grieve  me, 
I'm  a  young  man  free,  as  you  may  see. 

And  a  small  thing  will  relieve  me. 
There  is  as  good  fish  in  the  sea, 

As  ever  yet  was  taken, 
IMl  cast  my  net  once  o'er  again, 

Although  I  am  forsaken. 

She's  rambled  up,  she^s  rambled  down. 

She's  rambled  through  Kirkaldy, 
And  many  a  time  she's  rued  the  day 

She  forsak'd  her  brewer  laddie. 
She's  rambled  up,  she's  rambled  down, 

She's  rambled  through  Perth  town,  O, 
And  when  she  came  to  the  brewer's  door, 

She  was  ashara'd  to  gang  in,  O. 
He's  drawn  his  course  where'er  he's  gane, 

Ois  country  he  has  fled,  O, 
He's  not  left  a  shift  upon  her  back, 

Nor  a  blanket  on  her  bed,  O. 
The  brewer  he  set  up  in  Perth, 

And  often  brew'd  strong  ale,  O, 
And  he  has  courted  a  bonnie  lass, 

And  ta'en  her  to  his  sel',  O. 
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Ye  lovers  all,  where'er  ye  be^ 

By  me  now  take  a  warning, 
And  never  slight  your  own  true  love. 

For  fear  ye  get  a  waur  ane, 

Maid  of  J  iidah. 

T^O  more  shall  the  children  of  Jiidah 
sing, 

The  lays  of  happier  times ; 
Or  strike  the  harp  with  a  golden  string. 

Near  the  sun  of  an  eastern  clime ! 
O  this  was  the  lay  of  a  Jewish  maid. 

Though  not  in  her  father's  bowers  ; 
So  sweetly  she  sung  while  in  sadness  she 
stray'd 

O'er  the  ruins  of  Babylon's  towers  ! 

O  where  are  the  sons  of  mine  ancient 
race, 

Who  were  born  but  the  javelin  to  bear! 
How  fallen  that  city,  whose  wreck  I  can 
trace, 

That  once  was  so  lovely  and  fair ! 
The  green  grass  grows  o'er  the  fertile  spot 

Where  once  grew  sweetest  of  jflowers; 
Land  of  thy  kindred,  thou  shalt  ne'er  be 
forgot 

O'er  the  ruins  of  l^abylon's  towers ! 


Hurrah!  for  theBonnets  o'blue 

TJERE'S  a  health  to  them  that's  awa', 
Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa', 
And  wha  winna  wish  guid  luck  to  our  cause, 

May  never  guid  luck  be  their  fa'. 
It's  guid  to  be  merry  and  wise, 

It's  g"uid  to  be  honest  and  true, 
It's  good  to  support  Caledonia's  cause, 

And  bide  by  the  Bonnets  o'  Blue. 

Hurrah  !  for  the  Bonnets  o'  Blue, 
Hurrah  !  for  the  Bonnets  o'  Blue, 
It's  guid  to  support  Caledonia's  cause, 
And  bide  by  the  Bonnets  o'  Blue. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa'. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa', 
Here's  a  health  to  Donald,  the  chief  of  the  clan, 

Although  that  his  band  be  but  sma'  ; 
Here's  freedom  to  him  that  w^ad  read, 

Here's  freedom  to  him  that  wad  write, 
Thewe's  none  ever  fear'd  that  the  truth  should  be  heard, 

But  they  whom  the  truth^wad  indict.     Hurrah!  &c. 

Johnny  Cope* 

ipOPE  sent  a  letter  frae  Dunbar, 

^  Saying,  Charlie  meet  me,  gin  you  daur, 

And  I'll  learn  you  the  art  of  war. 

If  you'll  meet  me  in  the  morning. 
Chorus. — Hey,  Johnny  Cope,  are  you  waking  yet? 
Or  are  your  drums  a  beating  yet? 
If  ye  are  waking  I  would  wait. 

To  gang  to  the  coals  i'  the  morning. 

When  Charlie  look'd  the  letter  upon. 

Hie  drew  his  sword  the  scabbard  from: 

Come,  follow  me,  my  merry  men,. 

And  we'll  meet  Johnny  Cope  i'  the  morning.  Hey,&c. 

Now,  Johnny,  be  as  good  as  your  word. 
Come,  let  us  try  both  fire  and  swoid, 
And  dinna  rin  awa'  like  a  frighted  bird, 

Thai's  ehas'd  frae  its  nest  j' the  morning.    Hey,  &c. 
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When  Johnny  Cope  he  heard  of  this, 
He  thought  it  wadna  be  anniss, 
To  hae  a  horse  in  readiness, 

To  flee  awa'  in  the  morning.  Hey,  Johnny,  >3cc. 

Fy  !  now  Johnny,  ^et  up  and  rin, 
The  Highland  bagpipes  mak'  a  din  : 
It's  best  to  sleep  in  a  hale  skin, 

For  'twill  be  a  bluidie  nnorning.        Hey,  Johnny,  6ic, 

When  Johnny  Cope  to  Dunbar  came, 
They  speer'd  at  him,  where's  a'  your  men  ? 
The  deil  confound  me  gin  I  ken, 

For  I  left  them  a'  i'  the  morning.       Hey,  Johnny,  &c. 

Now,  Johnny,  troth,  ye  was  nae  blate. 

To  come  wi'  the  news  o*  your  ain  defeat, 

And  leave  your  men  in  sic  a  state. 

So  early  in  the  morning.         Hey,  Johnny  Cope,  &c. 

Ah!  faith,  quo'  Johnny,  I  got  a  fleg, 

Wi'  their  claymores  and  philabegs, — 

If  I  face  them  again,  Deil  break  my  legs, 

So  I  wish  you  a'  a  good  morning.  Hey,  &c.  &c. 

Gallant  Hussar. 

A  DAMSEL  possessed  of  great  beauty, 
-"■^  She  stood  by  her  own  father's  f^ate, 
The  gallant  Hussars  were  on  duty, 

To  view  them  this  maiden  did  wait : 
Their  horses  were  cap'ring  and  prancing, 

Their  accoutrements  shone  like  a  star, 
From  the  plains  they  were  nearer  advancing, 

She  espied  her  young  gallant  Hussar. 

Their  pellices  were  slung  o'er  their  shoulders 
So  careless  they  seem'd  for  to  ride  ; 

So  warlike  appeared  those  young  soldiers, 
With  glittering  swords  by  their  side. 

To  the  barracks  next  morning  so  early, 
This  damsel  she  went  in  her  car, 

Because  she  lov'd  him  most 'sincerely- 
Young  Edward  the  gallant  Hussar. 
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'Twas  there  she  conversed  with  her  soldier, 

These  words  they  were  heard  for  to  say — 
Said  Jane,  I've  a  heart,  none  have  bolder, 

To  follow  my  laddie  away.' 
*  O  fie !'  said  young  Edward,  '  be  steady, 

And  think  of  the  dangers  of  war. 
When  the  trumpet  sounds  I  must  be  ready, 

So  wed  not  your  gallant  Hussar.' 

^  For  twelve  months  on  bread  and  cold  water, 
My  parents  confin'd  me  for  you, 

0  !  hard-hearted  friends  to  their  daughter, 
Whose  heart  it  is  loyal  and  true. 

Unless  they  confine  me  for  ever. 
Or  banish  me  from  you  afar, 

1  will  follow  my  soldier  so  clever, 
To  wed  with  my  gallant  Hussar.* 

Said  Edward,  *  your  friends  you  must  mind 
them, 

Or  else  you're  for  ever  undone, 
They  will  leave  you  no  portion  behind  them, 

So  pray  do  my  company  shun.' 
She  said,  '  if  you  will  be  true-hearted, 

I  have  gold  of  my  uncle's  in  store, 
From  this  time  no  more  we'll  be  parted, 

I  will  w^ed  with  my  gallant  Hussar,' 

As  he  gaz'd  on  each  beautiful  feature, 

The  tears  they  did  fall  from  each  eye, 
*  I  will  wed  with  this  beautiful  creature, 

To  forsake  cruel  war,'  he  did  cry. 
So  now  they're  united  together, 

Friends  think  of  them  now  they're  afar. 
Crying,  heav'n  bless  them  now  and  for  ever, 

Young  Jane  and  her  gallant  Hussar. 
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Through  the  Wood  Laddie* 

O SANDY,  why  leaves  thou  thy  Nelly  to 
mourn  ? 

Thy  presence  eould  ease  me, 
When  naething  can  please  me, 
Now  dowie  I  sigh  on  the  banks  of  the  burn, 
Or  through   the   wood,  laddie,   until  thou 
return. 

Though  woods  now  are  bonnie,  and  mornings 
are  clear, 
While  lavrocks  are  singing, 
And  primroses  springing; 
Yet  nane  o'  them  pleases  my  eye  or  my  ear, 
When  through  the  wood,  laddie,   I  dinna 
appear. 

That  I  am  forsaken,  some  spare  not  to  tell, 

I'm  fash'd  with  their  scorning 

Baith  ev'ning  and  morning, 
Their  jeering  gangs  aft  to  my  heart  wi'  a 
knell. 

When  through  the  wood,  laddie,  I  wander 
mysel'. 

Then  stay,  my  clear  Sandy,  nae  langer  away, 

But  quick  as  an  arrow. 

Haste  here  to  thy  marrow, 
Wha's  living  in  langour  till  that  very  day, 
When  through  the  wood,  laddie,  we'll  dance, 
sing,  and  jilay. 
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The  Hose  of  Allandale. 

^H^HE  morn  was  fair,  the  skies  were  clear, 

No  breath  came  o'er  the  sea, 
When  Mary  left  her  Highland  cot, 

And  wander'd  forth  with  me; 
The  flowers  deck'd  the  mountain's  side, 

And  fragrance  fiU'd  the  vale, 
By  far  the  sweetest  flower  there 

Was  the  Rose  of  Allandale, 

Where'er  I  wander'd,  east  or  west, 

Though  fate  began  to  lour, 
A  solace  still  was  she  to  me, 

In  sorrow's  lonely  hour  ; 
When  tempest  lash'd  our  gallant  bark. 

And  rent  her  shiv'ring  sail, 
One  maiden  form  withstood  the  storm, 

'Twas  the  Rose  of  Allandale. 

And  when  my  fever'd  lips  were  parch'd 

On  Afric's  burning  sand, 
She  whisper'd  hopes  of  happiness, 

And  tales  of  distant  land  ! 
My  life  had  been  a  wilderness, 

Unblest  by  fortune's  gale, 
Had  fate  notlink'd  my  fate  to  hers, 

The  Rose  of  Allandale. 

Wae's  me  for  Prince  Ckarlie* 

TUNE— «^  Johnny  Faa:' 

A WEE  bird  cam  to  our  ha'  door, 
He  warbled  sweet  and  clearly; 
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And  aye  the  o'ercome  o'  his  sang 

Was,     Wae's  me  for  Prince  Charlie  !" 

Oh  !  when  1  heard  the  bonny,  bonny  bird. 
The  tears  cam  drappin'  rarely, 

I  took  the  bonnet  afF my  head, 
For  vveel  I  lo'ed  Prince  Charlie. 

Quo'  [j  my  bird,  my  bonnie,  bonnie  bird, 

Is  that  a  tale  ye  borrow, 
Or  is't  some  words  ye've  learnt  by  rote, 

Or  a  lilt  of  dool  and  sorrow  ? 
Oh  !  no,  no,  no,  the  wee  bird  sang, 

Vve  flown  sin'  morning  early  ; 
But  sic  a  day  o'  win'  and  raiM — 

Oh  !  wae's  me  for  Prince  Charlie  ? 

On  hills  that  are  by  right  his  ain. 
He  roams  a  lonely  stranger  ; 

On  every  side  he's  j)ress'd  by  want- 
On  every  side  by  danger. 

Yestreen  I  met  him  in  a  glen, 
My  heart  maist  burstet  fairly  ; 

For  sadly  chang'd  indeed  was  he. 
Oh  !  wae's  me  for  Prince  Charlie  ! 

Dark  night  cam  on,  the  tempest  howled 

Out  o^er  the  hills  and  vallies ; 
And  whare  was't  that  your  Prince  lay  down, 

Wliase  hame  should  be  a  palace  ? 
He  row'd  him  in  his  Highland  plaid, 

Which  cover'd  him  but  sparely, 
An'  slept  beneath  a  bush  o'  broom.... 

Oil !  wae's  me  for  Prince  Charlie, 


The  Tin-ware  Lass. 

#^NE  evening  not  very  long  ago, 

Being  in  the  spring  time  of  the  year, 
With  rosy  cheeks  and  crimson  cloak, 

The  maid  stepp'd  forth  all  with  her  ware. 
As  near  to  me  she  did  advance, 

I  thought  that  she  no  mortal  was. 
But  I  found  she  was  no  deity, 

This  handsome  charming  Tin-ware  lass. 

Then  my  fancy  I  did  feed. 

All  on  the  fairest  of  her  sex, 
With  her  long  train  of  yellow  hair, 

That  hang  in  ringlets  on  her  neck. 
Bat  now  she's  gone,  I'm  almost  mad, 

The  young  men  flock  to  see  her  pass, 
To  see  whose  fortune  it  might  be 

For  to  enjoy  the  Tin-ware  lass. 

Were  I  a  champion,  lord,  or  peer. 

Or  crown'd  with  the  most  noble  deeds, 
I  would  lay  by  such  dignities. 

And  dress  myself  in  rustic  weeds. 
A  rural  life  wad  be  my  choice. 

In  hopes  that  it  might  come  to  pass. 
That  I  may  meet  upon  the  green 

My  handsome,  charming  Tin-ware  lass* 

There's  Paris,  Priam's  darling  son. 

Or  his  beloved  Hecuba, 
Juno,  Venus,  or  Minerva, 

Fairer  sure  he  never  saw. 
Had  he  but  seen  this  fair  image, 

When  in  her  simple  I'ustic  dress. 
He  would  describe  her  as  some  goddess. 

For  she's  my  handsome  Tin* ware  lass. 
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Had  Prince  Leander  seen  this  maid, 

He  never  would,  for  his  Hero's  charms, 
Have  ventured  to  swim  the  raging  main, 

Or  died  in  Neptune's  watery  arms. 
For  she's  the  queen  of  all  that's  seen. 

There's  none  on  earth  can  her  surpass, 
Above  all  the  maids  from  Cork  to  Aberdeen, 

I  mean  my  charming  Tin-ware  lass. 

But  now  she's  gone,  I'm  left  alone, 

My  blessing  will  attend  the  fair, 
May  guardian  angels  still  conduct  her, 

And  of  my  charmer  take  some  care. 
And  if  she  returns  Til  cease  to  mourn, 

And  drown  all  sorrow  in  a  glass. 
With  cheerful  voice  I  will  rejoice. 

And  welcome  home  my  Tin-ware  lass. 

The  Sea  !  the  open  Sea  ! 

npHE  Sea !  the  Sea !  the  open  Sea  ! 

The  blue,  the  fresh,  the  ever  free ! 
Without  a  mark,  without  a  bound, 
It  runneth  the  earth  s  wide  regions  round; 
It  plays  with  the  clouds,  it  mocks  the 
Or  like  a  cradled  creature  hes.  [skies, 
I'm  on  the  Sea !  Fm  on  the  Sea  ! 
I  am  where  I  would  ever  be  ; 
With  the  blue  above,  and  the  blue  be^lou-, 
And  silence  wheresoe'er  I  go*  [deep. 
If  a  storm  should  come  and  awake  the 
What  matter,  1  shall  ride  and  sleep. 
What  matter,  &c. 
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I  love — Oh,  how  I  love  to  ride, 
On  the  fierce,  foaming,  bursting  tide  ! 
When  every  mad  wave  drowns  the  moon 
Or  whistles  aloft  the  tempest  tune  ! 
And  tells  how  goeth  the  world  below. 
And  why  the  south-west  blast  doth  blow. 
I  never  was  on  the  dull  tame  shore, 
But  I  lov'd  the  great  sea  more  and  more ; 
And  backward  flew  to  her  billowy  breast, 
Like  a  bird  that  seeketh  its  mother's  nest; 
And  a  mother  sh@  was,  and  is  to  me, 
For  I  was  born  oh  the  open  sea. 

For  I  was  born,  &c. 
The  waves  were  white,  and  red  the  morn, 
In  the  noisy  hour  when  I  was  born  ; 
And  the  whale  it  whistled,  the  porpoise 
roird,  (gold ; 

And  the  dolphins  bar'd  their  backs  of 
And  never  was  heard  such  an  outcry  wild, 
As  welcomed  to  life  the  ocean  child, 
I've  liv'd  since  then  in  calm  and  strife. 
Full  fifty  summers  a  rover's  life,  (range. 
With  wealth  to  spend,  and  a  power  to 
But  never  sought  or  sigh'd  for  change. 
And  death,  whenever  it  comes  to  me, 
IShall  come  on  the  wide  unbounded  sea. 
And  death,  &c. 

Kitty  Jones. 

NOT  lon^  ago,  a  simple  lad,  from  Yorkshire,  f 
did  roam,  [home  ; 

And  ever  since  I've  sadly  rued  the  day  I  left  my 
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When  in  my  native  v]nage"0T!, !  nlways  were  so  gay 
For  on  the  Sunday  I  made  lo^je^  dud  in  the  week 

made  hay*  [me  frown  ; 

But  Fortune,  who's  a  fickle  jade,  at  length  did  on 
A  servant  maid  whom  I  had  lov'd,  went  up  to  Lunnun 

town,  |my  bones. 

So  from  that  time  upon  my  bed  I  could  not  rest 
Till  I  set  off  for  Lunnun  town,  in  search  of  Kitty 

Jones,  Ki  toorai,  &c. 

80  on  to  Lunnun  coach  at  last  I  we«it,  and  took  my 
seat,  [meet ; 

And  pleasant  folks  of  every  sort  to  join  me  there  did 
A  flashy  chap  who  sat  by  me,  soon  saw  I  were  a 
>  clown, 

And  very  kindly  said  he'd  put  vnQjly  to  Lunnun  town, 
I  told  him  of  my  love  affair,  and  axt  for  his  advice. 
Says  he,    Youn^  man,  if  that  is  all,  I'll  ease  you  in 
a  trice ;  [reach  the  stones, 

I  knows  the  spot  where  Kitty  dwells,  and  when  we 
1*11  quickly  take  you  to  the  place  where  you'll  see 


I  thank'd  the  stranger  very  much  for  all  that  he  had 


And  soon  from  coach  we  did  alight  at  famous  Sara- 
Offwith  my  partner  then  1  walk'd  up  alleys,  streets, 

i  and  squares,  [stairs  ; 

! Until  we  reach'd  a  dirty  house,  and  bolted  up  the 
A  little  woman,  black  as  soot,  I  in  the  room  did  see. 
She  quickly  flew  into  my  arms,  and  kiss'd  and  slob- 
ber'd  me  ;  [my  moans, 

'jHer  sausage  lips  she  press'd  to  mine,  in  spite  of  all 

I  "  You  devil,  who  are  you  1"  said  I— says  she,  I'm 

ij  Missee  Jones." 

I  iThe  man  and  woman  laugh'd  at  me,  till  I  were  mad 
;  I  with  grief,  [a  thief ; 

i(  I  found  that  blackey  were  a  wretch,  and  that  he  were 


Kitty  Jones. 


Ri  tooral, 


said« 


[cen's  Head  : 
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Tlif^y  robVd  me  of  my  watch  and  piirsse,  then  kicked 
me  in  the  street,  [treat ; 

And,  sighing:  at  my  luckless  fate,  I  made  a  quick  re- 
But  turning  round  the  corner,  1  espied  a  buxom  belle, 
A  larking,  chatting,  grinning,  with  a  dashing  six- 
foot  swell ; 

1  felt  a  tremor  seize  my  heart,  and  penetrate  my  bones, 
I  walk'd  up  closer  to  the  lass — by  gom  !  'twere 
Kilty  Jones.  Ri  tooral,  &c. 

I  up  to  Kitty  then  would  roam,  expecting  she  would 

speak,  [her  on  the  cheek  : 

I  hem'd  and  haw'd,  I  bow'd  and  scrap'd,  and  touch'd 
Says  1,  "  Miss  Kitty,  you  knows  me — at  least  I  do 

suppose."  [turn'd  up  my  nose  ! 

When  she  turn" d  rounds  he  turn'd  and  squar^d^  but  I 
Says  he,    Young  man,  this  lass  is  mine,  so  run,  you 

gaping  clown."  [knock  d me  down  ; 

I  sharply  would  ha'  ^ooA;  Jam  up — but  lord  !  he 
He  right  and  left  pitched  into  me,  arid  swore  he'd 

break  my  bones, 
He  roli'd  me  over  in  the  mud,  and  so  did  Kitty  Jones, 

Ri  tooral,  &c. 

A  twelvemonth  after  this  event,  I  met  her  with  a  child 
She  seiz'd  me  by  the  collar  then,  and  foamM  wilb 
anger  wild  ; 

A  policeman  was  on  the  spot,  and  ready  at  a  nod. 
She  swore  I  was  her  infant's  pa,  &she  took  me  toquod! 
Then  wanted  me  to  tip  the  cash,  but  I'd  got  none  to 

tip,  [a  trip  ; 

And  so  to  prison  they  resolv'd  that  I  should  take 
To  grind  up  corn  they  sent  me  then,  in  spite  of  all 

my  moans, 

I  serv'd  a  year  in  Clerkenwell,  and  all  through  Kitty 
Jones.  Ri  tooral,  &c. 

At  length  I  got  my  liberty,  with  nothing  in  my  purse 
Besides  I'd  lost  my  character,  which  you  will  own 
was  worse ; 


I  to  the  workhouse  then  did  go,  to  macadamise  was 
sent,  [content ; 

With  little  grub  and  little  blunt,  I  now  must  be 
But  as  for  my  fair  paramour,  I  never  saw  her  moie, 
Her  vile  deceit  and  cruelty  I  ever  shall  deplore  : 
She  broke  my  hoart — she's  broke  my  head — I  live 

by  breaking  stones, 
And  oh,  that  i  had  broke  my  neck,  ere  I  saw  Kilty 


She  sat  within  the  Abbey  Walls. 
4  Maiden  was  there  from  her  father's 


A  being  born  to  love  and  bless, 
Who  sat  within  the  Abbey  walls. 
The  living  form  of  loveliness. 

A  lovelier  face  I  ne'er  met, 
For  she  was  beauty's  brightest  gem, 
And  her  waving  tresses  of  silken  jet, 
Were  fastened  with  a  diadem. 

Her  lips  which  sham'd  the  rose's  red, 
Proclaim'd  what  words  can  never  speak, 
Tho*  eighteen  summers  scarce  had  shed 
Their  warmth  upon  her  crimson  cheek. 

But  faintly  falls  description's  praise, 
^Twere  vain  to  picture  such  a  scene, 
And  even  royalty  was  mark'd  to  gaze 
»  Admiringly  on  beauty's  queen. 


Jones. 


Ri  tooral,  &c. 


halls. 
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ISABEL; 
Or,  Wake!  dearest,  Wake! 

^'SJST'AKE!  dearest,  wake!  and  again 

united. 
We'll  rove  by  yonder  sea, 
And  where  our  first  vows  of  love  were 
plighted, 

Our  last  farewell  shall  be ;  [lighted, 
There  oft  I've  gaz'd  on  thy  smiles  de- 

And  there  I'll  part  from  thee. 
Isabel !  Isabel  \  Isabel ! 

One  look,  tho'  that  look  be  in  sorrow. 
Fare  thee  well !  fare  thee  well !  fare  thee 
wdl ! 

Far  hence  I  shall  wander  to-morrow, 
Dark  is  my  doom,  and  from  thee  I  sever, 

Whom  I  have  lov'd  alone ; 
Twere  pity  to  link  thy  fate  for  ever 

With  sorrows  like  my  own. 
Go  smile  on  livelier  friends,  and  never 
Lament  me  when  I'm  gone.    Isabel ,&c. 

And  when  at  length  in  those  lovely 
Some  happier  youth  you  see,  [bowers 
And  you  cull  for  him  spring  s  sweetest 
flowers, 
And  he  sings  of  love  to  thee ; 
When  you  laugh  with  him  at  these  van- 
quish'd  hours, 
O !  tell  him  to  love  like  me.    Isabel,  &e. 


Charlie  is  my  Darling\ 

^^HARLIE  is  my  darling, 

My  darling,  my  darling, 
Oh !  Charlie  is  my  darlings, 
The  young  Chevalier. 

Oh!  Charlie,  kc 
'Twas  on  a  Monday  morning, 

Right  early  in  the  year, 
•When  Charlie  cam  to  our  town, 
The  young  Chevalier. 

Oh  !  Charlie,  &c. 
As  he  cam  marching  up  the  street, 
The  pipes  play'd  loud  and  clear. 
And  a*  the  folk  cam  running  out. 
To  meet  the  Chevalier. 

Oh !  Charlie,  ^c. 
Wi'  Highland  bonnets  on  their  heads, 

And  clamores  long  and  clear, 
They  cam  to  fight  for  Scotland's  right. 
And  the  young  Chevalier. 

Oh  !  Charlie,  &c. 
,Now  hand  awa',  ye  Lowland  loon, 

And  court  nae  lassie  here ; 
The  Highland  man's  come  back  again, 
Wi'  the  young  Chevalier. 

Oh  !  Charlie,  &c. 
And  its  up  the  heathery  mountains. 

And  down  yon  craggy  glen. 
We  dare  nae  go  a  milking 
For  Charlie  and  his  men. 

Oh !  Charlie,  &c. 
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Banks  of  Allan  Water  ;  1 

Or,  THE  MILLER'S  DAUGHTER  j 

fJN  the  banks  of  Allan  Water, 

W  hen  the  sweet  spring  time  did  fall, 
Was  the  miller's  lovely  daughter,  ^ 

The  fairest  of  them  all. 
For  his  bride  a  soldier  sought  her. 

And  a  winning  tongue  had  he. 
On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water 

None  was  so  gay  as  she. 

On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water,  j 
When  brown  autumn  spreads  her  storeJ 

Then  I  saw  the  miller's  daughter,  ] 
But  she  smiled  no  more  :  1 

For  the  summer  grief  had  brought  her,  j 
And  the  soldier,  false  was  he  ;  I 


On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water 
None  was  so  sad  as  she. 

On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water, 

When  the  winter's  snow  fell  fast. 
Still  was  seen  the  miller's  daughter, 

Tho'  chilling  blew  the  blast. 
But  the  miller's  lovely  daughter, 

Both  from  cold  and  care  was  free, 
On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water, 

There  a  corpse  lay  she. 
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